At Oromazes' sylvan shrine they knelt; And morn and eve did choral suppliance flow From hearts that love and mingled reverence
felt,
To him who gave them every bliss to know That simple hearts can wish, or heavenly love
bestow.
X
"But years passed on, and strange perversion
ran
Among the dwellers of the peaceful isle; And one, more daring than the rest, began To fell the grove, and point the massy pile; And raised the circling fence with evil wile, And to his brethren said:  cThese bounds are
mine;'
And did with living victims first defile The verdant turf of Oromazes' shrine; Sad offering sure, and strange, to mercy's
source divine.
XI
"And ill example evil followers drew;
Till common good and common right were
made
The fraudful tenure of a powerful few; The many murmured, trembled, and obeyed. Then peace and freedom fled the sylvan shade, partial bounty dealt;
